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NIGHT  IN  A GARDEN 


A man  caught  a star  in  a cup. 
And  gazed,  grass-high, 

A moment  godlike  down: 

But  the  moment  charmed 

Slipped  with  the  world’s  turn. 

And  his  mind  alarmed 

Plunged  with  his  sight 

Into  un-avenued 

Inverted  night. 

A drop  may  drown. 

As  a wink  of  light 
Out  of  a star' s eye 
Coldly  may  burn 
A soul  and  body  up. 


E.  N.  DILWORTH 
Lehigh  University 


IN  A DRY  COUNTRY 


(although  so  coldly,  carefully) 
in  a dry  country, 

bare-branched  and  winter-blackened 
earth  flames  no  magic; 

imprisoned  in  snow, 
laughter  in  wild  renaissance 
binds  the  rain’s  small  hands; 

night  tells  terror  dreams 

and  wind,  spilled  over  hillsides, 

saps  young  willow’s  breath; 

clenched  and  quiet  time 

tumbles  faint  stars  in  barrcws 

% 

covered  with  limp  weeds; 

silence  and  no  song, 
no  touch,  no  word,  no  wonder, 
kills  the  voice  of  birds; 


in  perfect  jungles 
summer-deadened  love  lies  down; 
tigers  feed  on  joy; 

(still,) 

teach  this  to  children: 
armies  charge  the  land  and  bear 
swords  of  bright  desire, 

. . '•  ’i  * C • V 

(imperfectly,  so  gently’ fashioned* ) 

■ ' _ 

' CALVIN  ISRAEL 

. / Lehigh  University 


Auction  scene  from 
WEilCESLAS 

A masque  for  the  Winter  Solstice 
or  Christmas  Eve 
or  Any  Night 


Now  hear  the  voice  of  the  auctioneer,  raised  and 
invisible  in  the  wings,  like  an  attorney  in  a great 
court,  auctioning  the  effects  of  that  court;  speaking 
to  a jury  that  is  simultaneously  the  accused 


The  auction  will  begin 

I shall  not  use  your  valuable  time 
To  praise  -the  merits  of  a rare  collection 
Which,  while  often  sold  and  separated. 

Returns  together  always  costlier 

With  each  exchange.  The  little  -nicks  and  scratches 
On  this  pair  of  scales  are  lovelier 
Than  perfect  mirror  of  a new  saucepan; 

And  though  this  sword  undoubtedly  is  bent. 

More  care  again--which  does  not  mean  to  bend 
The  other  way,  should  scon  restore  its  virtue. 

(if  ever  it  were  actually  straight: 

Such  metal  takes  an  age  for  tempering.) 

Your  own  discrimination  and  desire 
At  sight  of  them  will  nullify  description. 

May  I step  aside  to  let  them  shine 

Each  in  place?  or  must  I stay  to  hold  them? 

If  you  would  like,  now,  to  combine  resources 
To  buy  the  lot,  a move  unprecedented. 

You  will  save  much  anguish  afterward 
Of  losing  part  of  the  inseparable. 

Of  uses,  let  their  past  suggest  their  future 
Only  as  a source  of  widening  rings, 

Ytfhich  is  the  first  disturber,  first  portrayer. 

Of  simple  space  and  time* 


First  on  the  block 

K silver  scales.  Original  owner,  lost. 

Osiris  used  it  once  for  weighing  hearts; 

It  has  been  buried  and  dug  up  again. 

Trying  earth  by  earth.  What  am  I bid? 

Going,  going*  Gone l 

This  sword  will  not  be  auctioned  to  a minor. 

The  motif  of  the  wa ve,  chased  on  the  scales 
So  that  each  weighed  thing  seems  to  rise  pristine. 
Lighter  than  heavy  (new  owners  will  please  notice) 
Compares  with  a continuous  egg*- and -dart 
Graved  on  the  hilt  of  this,  historic  sword. 

Some  notches  have  defaced  the  clear  design. 

You  see,  the  sword  never  was  meant  far  use — 

It  was  a shuttle .- *it: s a shuttle  still. 

Meant  to  direct,  but  never  meant  to  sever. 

The  first  misuser  was  a suicide 
V/ho  lived  to  make  a notche 


What  am  I bid? 


ALLYN  WOOD 

Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 


New  settings  of  two  poems  by  the  Chinese  poet  TU  FU 


THOUGH  PENNILESS... 

Unflavored  fruits  bear  hope 

As  even  rain-filled  air  holds  strength  for  lungs. 
The  world  stirs  and  flourishes; 

My  path  alone  is  harsh. 

Hearth  chill  as  morning’s  water. 

Poor,  poor  sleep  lies  iced  by  night. 

Pride 

Keeps  in  my  purse  a lonely  coin. 


TOM  AMD  COUNTRY 

This  house  stands  in  running  water.-  - ' 

The  long  flat  lazy  plain  of  summer 
Sings  silent  paean  to  swift  birds. 

Above  the  roof  the  gulls  swoop  to  the  stream. 

My  love  prepares  the  board  for  chess.  • 

My  son  bears  fish  hooked  with  his  hammered  Wire. 

And  I... I dream.  Old  and  ill,  wishing  to  plant  flowers. 
Humble  desire  and  wish  for  nothing  more. 


■ ' WILLIAM  COLYNGBOURNE 

Lafayette  College 


RING  A SEASON  ENTER 


Dared  out  of  doors 

By  a crashing  shaft  of  sun 

That  parts  the  clouds  as  bucks  do  bushes  at  doe-call. 

And  digs  its  farmer1  s finger 

Into  earth,  to  judge  if  winter's  made  a difference, 

I leave  the  introverted  world  defined  by  wall. 

With  rushing  in,  like  scent  upon  a laggard  nostril 
When  the  wind  shifts  full  about, 

A hill  presents  itself, 

On  which  I step  in  nursery  caution. 

Fearing  I've  misgauged  my  welcome. 

As  sometimes  flowers  rise  perversely  through  the  ice 
And  are  aborted  by  the  jealousy 
That  cannot  brook  a blue  so  fertile. 

This  hill  I §tana  on  seems  expressly  placed  for  me. 

Like  stairs  beneath  the  walking  feet. 

It  gives  upon  the  farthest  star 
That  ever  whistled  space  away,  except 

One  final  oak  is  all  my  eyes  can  touch,  v/ith  any  surety. 

Pierces  the  horizon-line  to  flaunt  above  the  courtier  fields 
A symmetry  that  turns  a distant  plowing  into  random  stick-mark 
A lover's  world  consists  of  two 
And  mine  becomes  the  same: 

Perception  dwindles  to  a gnarled  and  pithy  thing 
Because  of  that  astringent  oak. 

It  is  a fountain  springing  from  the  middle  of  the  world 
To  mist  the  air  with  buds; 

It  is  the  antlers  of  the  soil 
Unrcossed  from  snow  that  patches  still 
The  meadow-garment  growing  will  renew. 


I sense  that  trust- is  ripe  ■ _ 

And  hangs,  a hidden  fruit. 

From  branches  not  yet. leaf- strung;  . ' ; 

Confidence,  uncurls  in  me  like  some  late-heartened  animal 
Then  shadow  wraps  me  up  and  bows  me 
As  the  sun  is  sucked  behind  the' sudden  fury' 1 
Of  a flexing,  interflexing  cloud*  ‘ 

I burr- my  eyes  upon  the .archiepiscopal,  rhythmic  heights 
Until  my  breath- crest-  universe  dilates' 

By  one  bright  bird*  ’ ' • 

Than  this*  the  sun  residing  in  its' wings, 

I need  no  mor.e*  . , 

It  flings  its  brazier-self  across  the' 

Velvet  countenance  of  early  spring, 

Debarks'-upon  one  tenuous  spar  of  those  the  .oak 
Whiskb rooms  against  the  sky.  ' 

It,  poised,  reflects  in  prudence  first,  ^ ^ " 

Then  nods  a flushed  affirmative  to  sing'  concerto, 
-Telling  that  my  do.ve  has  come,,  _ - ' . 

And  olive-beaked* 


HOWARD  R.  Wfi^3ER 
Lehigh  University 


THE  APE  HAMLET 


Without  a god,  without  a moral-  sense, 
without  a notion  of  the  why  or  whence,, 
with  nothing  but  a coarse  response  to  living, 
to  my  sovereign  self  unknown,  taking  and  giving 
spontaneously,  spending  without  expense, 
thriftless,  yet  full  of  hunger  and  desire, 
at  best  alive  with  pure  and  instant  grace, 
my  thought  unveiled  each  moment  in  my  face 
so  simply  that  you  tremble,  I aspire 
to  nothing,  having  nothing  on  which  to  base 
an  aspiration:  ho  weakness,  fault,  or  shame, 
not  even  the  delusion  of  a name. 


History  cannot  reproach  me,  and  tomorrow, 
so  heavy  with  fictitious  joy  and  sorrow 
does  not  exist.  I have  no  beast  to  tame, 
and  the  quick  terrors  that  I, sometimes  feel 
are  quickly  gone,  since  each  of  them  is  real. 


No  anaesthetic  beauty  clouds  my  eye; 

I see  and  hear  my  meanings,  and  pass  by 
sometimes  out-witted,  for  my  world  is  sly, 
lively,  and  satisfying,  and  alert  to  chance. 
The  earth  and  I are  one  bold  circumstance. 


I and  my  myriad  unself conscious  kind, 

(in  man's  foresighted  eye,  without  a mind), 
creatures  of  instinct,  heartless  and  erratic, 
are,  unlike  man,  in  essence  democratic. 


We  have  no  useless  goods,  no  crippling  pride, 
and  all  of  us  are  in  our  need  allied, 
and  on  this  footing  we  reciprocate, 
and  though  we  do  not  live  by  love  and  hate 
we  know  each  other  keenly,  and  we  mate* 


I am  myself ; I do  not  need  it  told; 

I am  the  earth  that’s  neither  new  nor  old; 
less  than  and  better  than  are  not  implied 
in  what  I am,  and  nowhere  do  I meet 
the  grudge  of  either  victory  or  defeat. 


I am  not  either  damned  or  deified. 

I live  as  few  men  live,  as  all  men  can 
were  they  not  proud  of  merely  being  man, 
did  they  not  hate  the  earth  and  all  its  creature 
and  most  of  all  their  own  unearthly  features. 

Not  for  a wilderness  of  honey  would 
I change  my  fate  for  man’s  idea  of  good 
though  on  my  spirit  as  in  a deep  wood 
there  rests  a darkness  without  form  or  face, 
the  watchful  image  of  the  human  race. 


WALTER  LEUBA 
Pittsburgh,  Pennsylvania 
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